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political and temporal powers of the papacy, himself
leading his troops to the combat as boldly as any other
condotture\ had known bishops who, instead of living
in apostolic poverty, led lives of luxury and display; had
beheld the iniquitous war-lust of the princes who
governed this distraught land, and who attacked one
another with the voracity of wolves; had looked upon
the pride of the mighty, the horrible destitution among
the common people. Yes, he had, indeed, gazed long
and distressfully down into the abysmal depths of para-
doxical absurdity. Now that lay behind him like a black
cloud upon the sunny horizon of the Alps. Erasmus the
learned, the bookworm, was ahorse; no longer, thanks
be, did he drag a load of literary luggage in his rear,
none of the codices and parchments which he delighted
in commenting upon went with him on this journey.
His mind was free to wanton in the free air, he wished
to play and give vent to his high spirits. Chance, bright
and bewitching as a butterfly, passed by and accom-
panied him for the remainder of this fortunate journey.
Hardly had he settled down in Thomas More's cheerful
mansion, when he began to write his witty little squib,
mainly to entertain the circle of his friends. He christened
his satire, on More's suggestion, Mori& encomium (other-
wise Laus stultitia, which is perhaps most happily trans-
lated, "In Praise of Folly").

Compared with his serious, influential, rather ponder-
ous and highly scientific works, this small book, so full
of impudence and ridicule, would seem to have been the
outcome of youthful exuberance, a creature light of foot
and willowy in figure. But a work of art does not need
scope and weight to give it spiritual consistency; and
just as in politics one word, one joke, may often have
greater effect than the most eloquent speech of a Demos-
thenes, so in the realm of literature, it is not bulk that
counts but content. Among the hundred and eighty
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